August si.]       Treating a party of soldiers.
and Dr. Johnson justly observed, that' a man is the better for that as long as he lives.' There were some books here: a Treatise against Drunkenness, translated from the French ; a volume of The Spectator; a volume of Prideaiix's Connection, and Cyrus's Travels1. M'Quecn said he had more volumes; and his pride seemed to be much piqued that we were surprised at his having books.
Near to this place we had passed a party of soldiers, under a Serjeant's command, at work upon the road. We gave them two shilling's to drink". They came to our inn, and made merry in the barn. We went and paid them a visit, Dr. Johnson saying, ' Come, let's go and give 'em another shilling a-picce.' We did so ; and he was saluted ' MY LOKD' by all of them. Tie is really generous, loves influence, and has the way of gaining it. He said, ' I am quite feudal, Sir.' Here I agree with him. I said, I regretted I was not the head of a clan; however, though not possessed of such an hereditary advantage, I would always endeavour to make my tenants follow me. I could not be a patriarchal chief, but I would be a feudal chief.
The poor soldiers got too much liquor. Some of them fought, and left blood upon the spot, and cursed whiskey next morning. The house here was built of thick turfs, and thatched with thinner turfs and heath. It had three rooms in length, and a little room which projected. Where we sat, the side-walls were wainscottccl, as Dr. Johnson said, with wicker, veiy neatly plaited. Our landlord had made the whole with his own hands.
opportunities of observation I found that my host's diction had nothing peculiar. Those Highlanders that can speak English commonly speak it well, with few of the words and little of the tone by which a Scotchman is distinguished ... By their Lowland neighbours they would not willingly be taught; for they have long considered them as a mean and degenerate race.' Johnson's Works, ix. 31. Pic wrote to Mrs. Thralc: ' This man's conversation we were glad of while we staid. He had been out, as they call it, in forty-five, and still retained his old opinions.' Pioasi Letters, \. 130. 1 By the Chevalier Ramsay.
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